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the phrase became real to his imagination, and a
shadowy boat was laden with the horror of the
timeless world. The shock., perhaps by contrast
with his present happiness, was overwhelming, and
he burst into tears.

In a little while he pulled himself together ; but
the cold about his heart remained. Perhaps half
an hour afterwards Katherine came in.

She noticed instantly that something was wrong.
cc What is the matter ? " she asked anxiously.

cc Nothing .  .  . it's nothing."

ec Oh no, it isn't nothing. I can see that something
has happened.'*

So he tried to explain the desolation which had
suddenly descended upon him : how a sense of the
futility and insignificance of all that was human in
respect of the infinite process of the years had seized
him with an almost physical grasp. It was as
though some inward part of him which had been
warm and living had been frozen. She listened and
understood. Then she said :

" Murry, I love you. Doesn't that make any
difference ? "

It was the first time the word had been spoken
between them, and it did make a difference.

But as before they lived their separate lives for
several days. They kissed each other good night
instead of shaking hands. And strangely, Murry
was haunted by ghostly traces of the same cold fear.
An icy wind would blow upon him suddenly,
passing as quickly as it came.

One night they were in The Duke of Tork together.
The saloon bar was fairly full, and the gramophone
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